
Dear W.C., 

My husband has been sick for almost ten years now. He used to be healthy and he worked 
very hard to support me and our daughter. He was diagnosed with an auto-immune disease 
that has many symptoms and was hard to diagnose. By the time they figured out what was 
wrong with him he had already declined quickly. He is now in a wheelchair full-time and 
needs care throughout the day. Our lives are a far cry from how we used to live. We were 
happy go lucky and took our health for granted, like so many people do. We were saving up 
to buy a house and a car when our life was changed forever. Those dreams were forgotten 
and instead those savings have been used up converting our rental to be handicap accessible 
and paying our bills as my income was not enough to cover all our expenses. I get up early to 
care for my husband in the morning before leaving for my job. I drive home at lunch time to 
feed him and take care of his needs and then our teenage daughter takes care of him after 
school until I get home. The problem we are having now is the wheelchair ramp that we had 
installed six years ago has warped and needs to be repaired as we can barely get up it safely 
anymore. The car we had dreamed of one day buying became a wheelchair accessible van 
that is in need of several repairs we cannot afford. Our utilities over the winter are always a 
struggle. Some days we only have noodles for dinner. Our daughter is in need of boots and a 
coat as everything is worn out or too small. My husband suffers many illnesses as his 
immune system is so weak. I hide from him as much as I can the state of our finances as I 
know stress only makes his condition worse. Please contact me with any questions you may 
have.  

Dear Readers, 

Since I was suffering from a bad cold I did not want to risk sharing my virus with someone 
that is handicapped and has a weakened immune system. I could feel they were in need of 
more than was being shared in this letter and would have liked to go see for myself, but I 
could not risk it. I called the wife that wrote this letter sharing their very personal struggle.  

The wife answered her phone hesitantly, not knowing who was on the other end. When I told 
her who I was she said, “I have been praying you would call or stop by. There is no one else 
that is able to help us. I was hoping you would come over to meet us but I have to ask if you 
are sick. I don’t want to seem rude but anything can put my husband in the hospital and can 
become life threatening for him.” I answered her honestly, “Yes, I am sick. That is why I am 
calling. I could tell from your letter that you are in need of assistance but I did not want to 
bring this virus over to your house. It has been hard enough for someone like me with a 
healthy immune system to get over.” The wife thanked me profusely for having the courtesy 
to not bring over an illness to someone already struggling with their immune system.  



I asked the wife many questions over the course of our phone conversation. She shared with 
me all the details of the husband’s transformation from hardworking husband to nearly being 
an invalid. The wife cried many times as we talked about the physical challenges her 
husband faced bravely every day. She said, “I do not cry in front of my husband. He is so 
brave and does not complain. How can I complain when he is the one suffering so much? I 
can’t even think about what our lives could have been. There is no changing his diagnosis or 
his destiny. He will not live a long life with how quickly this is progressing. His kidneys are 
failing and he gets pneumonia every time he even gets the sniffles. All the dreams we had 
when we were younger are now gone. Now I have to be strong and care for him as bravely as 
he faces his illness each day.”  

I listened to the wife cry and gave her a minute to calm down. I could tell she rarely got to 
share her feelings about her husband’s illness with anyone and always had to be strong. After 
a few minutes I asked her about their financial situation. We talked about her job. She liked 
her job but shared with me her guilt over leaving her husband every day as his disease 
progressed. I gave her some resources for home care she could apply for to help care for her 
husband. We both knew she would eventually need to apply to be paid as his caregiver and 
give up her job. She said she would begin the application process.  

She went over her bills with me, sending me photos of them so I could look them over 
thoroughly. She sent me the utility bills they were behind in due to several unexpected trips 
to the emergency room when her husband had been going into kidney failure and another 
time when he struggled to breath. The wife sent me a photo of the quote for the repairs 
needed on the handicap van. They were all necessary repairs and I saw notes made about 
additional repairs they recommended for safety, new tires and a repair on the wheel chair lift 
to lessen the likelihood of her husband being stranded in a parking lot unable to get in the 
van. I made notes to my list of assistance. I had the wife go outside to the van and send me a 
few photos of the outside, inside, the wheelchair lift and tires. The van seemed to need every 
item on the quote but I would have it thoroughly gone over by a handicap van repair shop we 
use for these vehicles.  

While the wife was still outside I asked her to send me pictures of the wheelchair ramp. She 
showed me where it was sagging and I could not see how she was getting her husband up and 
down the ramp. She showed me how she had to bring him all the way over to one side then 
the other to avoid the rotting spots. The wife shared with me that a carpenter from her church 
had volunteered to do the repairs but neither of them could afford the materials. I asked for 
the carpenter’s phone number and I told her we would provide the materials for their ramp. 
As it was going to be a long cold winter and she would need to be able to safely get her 
husband in and out of the house I knew this would need to be addressed immediately.  



I asked the mother to send me photos of the inside of her refrigerator and cabinets and as 
these photos arrived I could see they were very food insecure. I asked the wife if she went to 
the food pantry but she said she was unable to go there due to her work and care schedule. I 
made a note for a volunteer to drop off food, after confirming the volunteer is completely 
well.  

Once we went over all the areas the wife had asked for assistance I asked about other areas 
she had not mentioned. I asked about her husband’s bed and she sent me a picture of the 
hospital bed they had for him. She sent me pictures of her daughter’s coats and shoes that 
were worn and had holes. Her own shoes were not much better. After I asked repeatedly if 
there was any other area they needed assistance she finally broke down and told me they had 
been struggling to even purchase toiletries. I could hear her embarrassment over the phone 
but I told her this is a common area people cut back in. She seemed somewhat relieved to 
know she was not the only person we have helped that was struggling to afford toiletries.  

Several times during our conversation the wife had asked me to hold on while she tended to 
her husband. I finally asked her if she had spoken to her husband about The Time Is Now to 
Help. She answered, “I told him that I had asked an organization to help us fix the ramp and 
our van. I did not want to worry him about our other bills.” I could understand not wanting to 
worry her husband. It would only increase his feeling of helplessness and his stress over 
being unable to help. I asked the wife if her husband would like to talk on the phone and she 
said, “He would love to talk to another man. The only man he gets to talk to is when our 
minister comes to visit once a month.” When she put her husband on the phone I could hear 
how happy he was to talk. He asked me questions about our organization. I explained to him 
what we all do together. He was upbeat and positive. When I heard him ask his wife for a 
glass of water he came back on the phone and asked softly, “Are my wife and daughter going 
to be okay? I worry she is having a hard time but not telling me everything. I am trying to be 
strong for them but my body is failing me, more and more every day. I just want to know 
they will be okay when I’m gone.” I was choked up with tears for a minute as I did not 
expect our conversation to go this way. It took me a moment before I could speak clearly, 
then I said, “Your wife and daughter will be okay. The people that donate to our charity and 
our volunteers will be here to help them if they need it. We will help you get that ramp fixed 
and your van running and then we will take one day at a time, together.” I heard him softly 
say, “Thank you, thank you so much.” Then the phone was handed back to his wife.  

When she came back on the line I had to compose myself as I felt the tears of compassion in 
my eyes. I told her I had to go as I was not feeling well and I promised our assistance would 
be provided over the next few days. When I hung up I did feel unwell but it was not all due 
to the bad cold I had.  



The following week I called the wife to see how they were doing. Her husband had suffered 
another setback but they were taking it like we had said, one day at a time. The good news 
was that their ramp was under construction and their van had been repaired. New tires and a 
wheelchair lift that functioned properly would help them through the winter. Their kitchen 
had been filled with good foods delivered by a caring volunteer and toiletries were in their 
bathroom. The daughter had a new winter coat and boots, as did the father and mother. 
Utilities were paid up to date and into the future to help their winter budget. I asked the wife 
how things were going and she said, “So much better with your help. I feel more positive and 
that makes my days much easier. I have applied for the assistance you told me about and I 
don’t feel overwhelmed by this any longer. I also am no longer hungry after meals as I am 
able to eat what I need and not just save it for my daughter and husband. We are all so 
thankful and feel so blessed to have been touched by The Time Is Now to Help. I wish you 
and everyone there a very Happy New Year. God Bless You All!” And I wish you the same 
Happy New Year and God Bless You All! 

Please remember every dollar you donate will be matched by the Bernie & Nancy Labovitch 
$36,000 Matching Grant, doubling your donation. We will use 100% of these donations to 
provide basic needs, shelter, car repairs, utility assistance, food, clothing and so much more 
into the New Year and beyond. Thank you and God Bless you for your support! 

Health & Happiness, Love & God Bless Everyone, Sal 

Please Help: There are many coming to us in desperation. Our good fellow creations 
need our compassion. Together we make a big difference. Make checks payable to: The 
Time Is Now to Help, P.O. Box 1, Lake Geneva, WI 53147. The Time Is Now to Help is a 
federally recognized 501(c)3 charitable organization licensed in the states of Wisconsin and 
Illinois. You will receive a tax deductible, itemized thank you receipt showing how your 
donation provided assistance for the poverty stricken.      
 A Very Special Thank You: Barnabas Matching Grant donors, Bernard & Nany 
Labovitch, Clarence & Marilyn Schawk Family Foundation, National Association of 
Realtors, Electronic Specialties, Kunes Family Foundation, Unilock, Mary Kay Ring, Martin 
Business, John Stensland & Family, Steven & Deidred Trumble, Thomas Morrissy, The Dan 
& Donna Casey Family Foundation, Joseph & Barbara Moos, Albert & Ellen Burnell, David 
& Connie Zyer, Mr. & Mrs. Robert Schuberth, Ray & Kimberly Sommer, Chris & Kelly 
Welch, Robert & Mary Winter, Brian & Joan Goedland, Alan & Irene Bednar, Gloria 
Dastoli, Gregory Smith, Betty Murphy, James & Christine Lovell, Walter & Florence 
Strumpf, Patricia Jankowski, Neil Diercksmeier, Shawn & Dona McLafferty, Michol Ann 
Ford,  Michael Glass, Nick & Janet Lesar, Peterson Drywall, Merwyn & Marilyn Taylor, 
Lois Zingle, Judy Dishneau, Robert & Sharon Foscato, our anonymous donors and ALL of 
you who support The Time Is Now to Help donation boxes, and the businesses that allow our 
donation boxes. Anyone who would like a Time Is Now donation box in your business, 
please call (262) 249-7000.         



 Honoraries: Mary Dunham in honor of Dianne Dunham.     
 Memorials: Audrey, Diane & Sharon in loving memory of Donald Wunderlin.  
Genevieve Waters in memory of her mother Shirley Waters. Bob Nordhaus & Marcie 
Hollman in memory of Craig Collins. Kevin & Theresa Watts, Lylace Schaitel and Robert & 
Michelle Castleman in memory of Janice Watts. Peggy Cardiff in memory of Dot Cardiff 
and Marty Hansen.          
 Prayer Chain: The power of prayer and positive thoughts comes from the true healer, 
our Lord answering our prayers. Please pray for healing for the following people: Mike, 
Caroline, Susan, Vince, Sylvia, Richard, Jennifer, Jayden, Santina, Alex, Lily, Kaitlyn, 
Kynesha, Sheila, Adrian & Marilyn.         
       Please visit: www.timeisnowtohelp.org       

http://www.timeisnowtohelp.org/

